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tude here. I went yesterday to the Im-
perial Club and found only three persons,
who were asleep. I take advantage of my
solitude to work at something which I
promised my master and which I should like
to take to him at Biarritz, but I am progres-
sing very slowly. I have much trouble to
do something nowadays. Make me think
of showing to you the portrait of a gorilla,
which I drew in London. I was on terms of
intimacy with him. It is true that he was
stuffed. I read only Roman history. The
nineteenth volume of M. Thiers's work is
more negligently written than the preceding
ones, but full of curious things. In spite
of his desire to write ill of his hero, he is
continually carried away by his involuntary
love for him. He says he will finish the
twentieth volume in December, and will go
then around the world.

CCXLIV.

BIARRITZ, September 20, 1861.
DEAR friend, I am here, like a bird on a
branch.      Usage does  not  permit   one  to
make projects in advance.    Nothing is saidsoli-s. I never saw such hair-dress. One
